THIRD DAT

I WAS half-awake, and bKnking to the brilliant sun-
shine, puzzled by the unfamiliar room and beginning
to reconstruct the evening before with a view to
discovering where I was, when there was a knock at
the door and full enlightenment came. It was Aubrey,
cheerful and well-soaped, wearing a very florid red silk
dressing-gown and carrying an equally florid blue one
which he dropped on the bed. I said I would like^some
tea, and he called down the stairs: "Sally, our visitor
would like some tea," and at once and imperturbably
resumed where he had left off with: "Well, now, of
course you're staying over to-night, and will run over
and see George this afternoon."

"I really can't, Aubrey," I said.

"Of course you will," he repeated, with friendly
contempt. "Would you like breakfast in bed?"

"Certainly not," I replied hardily. "I'll stuff some
paper in my shoes, soap my blisters, and get on to
Winchester as soon as I've had breakfast. You don't
seem to understand I'm on a walking tour."

"Well, you can walk to-morrow, can't you!" he
ejaculated. "Would you like some eggs or will you carry
on with the cold bacon?"

"Cold bacon for me."

"Well, sing out when you5re nearly ready and we'll
make the coffee."
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